chapter III
DOCTOR BELOV
ik Leningrad, the hospital train pulled into the Vitebsk
goods-station. A locomotive had been promised within
an hour and a half, but two hours had passed, and there
was no sign of it. Meanwhile, Dr. Belov was pacing up
and down beside the headquarters coach muttering:
'This is terrible ... terrible...."
But he was not referring to the delay. From Vologda
the doctor had telegraphed his wife that the train would
be going through Leningrad, and asked her to meet him
at the station, but he himself had only known that
morning at which station they would stop. And now she
was not there. The suspense was terrible. And the worst
of it was that she might have come already, she might be
walking about that scorching labyrinth of rails looking
for him. There were dozens of trains here, thousands of
coaches, she would never have time to find him before
the engine came and they had to go. The doctor was in
a ferment. Several times he thought of going to seek his
wife among the other trains. Once he had already left
the coach, and then was seized with apprehensions—
suppose the train left without him? Of course, he could
overtake it. But what would Danilov say? The doctor
stood in some fear of Danilov.
At that moment Danilov himself came up and saluted.
It was the first time he had seen Belov that day. In the
morning there had been a meeting of the Communist
Party ^ members to elect the Party organizer. Julia
Dmitriyevna had been chosen, and Danilov had voted
for her became there was nobody else, but now he was
feelbg worried and dubious. For all her masculine
traits Julia Dmitriyevna was still a woman, and the
Party organizer ^would certainly have no easy time with
Dr, Befov. ib his own mind, Danilov put the matter in
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